"REMEMBER YOUR UNCLE OF NINGPO"

with the words slowly and earnestly pronounced,
"My dear old mother warned me repeatedly that
all politics was naught," he remained for a long
time silent. As we sat in the twilight and looked
out over the flower-garden, I saw a new, deep
look gather over his solemn face. And then, in
my turn, I fell into a reverie, as the two of us sat
there in the gathering night.

In my reverie I saw Sun standing in the dark-
ness of Hong Kong's harbor on that fatal night
in 1894, when he superintended the shipment of
those first arms and instruments of death which
he had obtained at the peril of his own life and
through funds procured solely by his own elo-
quence. All is propitious. All goes well. Ah,
the time has come to strike for freedom! Yonder,
on the Canton side, wait the strong arms and the
clear brains that would take these instruments of
death and hurl destruction into the midst of the
Manchu soldiery. Over the dark channel follows
Sun. Yes, in a little while the fatal hour will
come, and the brave supporters on the other side
will stand with him in the glorious moment of
victory for China's freedom, now so soon to ar-
rive. After years and years of waiting, at last
the blow shall be struck.

Alas! just as success is about to crown his ef-
forts, and just as the waiting arms of his followers
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